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SEARCH of HAPPINESS; 


O R, 1 HE 


| OW did my youthful fancy glow, 
| Io ſeize each gay delight! 
What joys then ſprung from brilliant ſhow, 


Where ſong, or dance invite! 


On wing of ſportive Mirth ſtill borne, 
The moments fled away: 
Diverſion's path was trac'd each morn, 


To guide the trifling day, 
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At length, th' attractive pleaſure o'er, 
Enjoying thought ſerene: 
Reflexion ſhed her rays, no more 


I taſte the gaudy ſcene, 


My fancy painted purer joys; 
Unmix'd with Folly's glare: 

By Reaſon weigh'd, her gilded toys, 
Like bubbles, burſt 1 in air. 


With eager with, to ſnatch the prize 
Of bliſs, without allay, 


2 ſought che mazy path that lies 


Thro' Wiidom's lucid way. 


From what the Grecian ſages ſpoke, 


Content 1 hop'd to find; 


And Plato” s ſhade with zeal invoke, 


To guide an untaught mind. 
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39 
His maxims glow with Virtue's fire: 
| Sublime in every thought! 
O! who can read, and not aſpire 


To reach the morals taught ? 


But Plato, in his daring flight, 


Like the bold eagle ſoars: 
His thoughts, replete with dazzling light, 


In vain my view explores. 


The Stoic's precepts next I try'd 
On ev'ry page intent: 
Truſting to meet th'auſpicious guide, 


Who leads to ſweet content. 


But can their boaſted powers aught 
Of Happineſs beſtow ? 
Where Fame inſtead of Bliſs is fought ; 


Pain deem'd an unfelt woe. 
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Shall ſocial feelings meet diſgrace, 
In Apathy's chill reign? 
And ſoft Compaſſion yield her place, 


In Virtue's lovely train? 


For beings of ſome other ſphere 


Their doctrines ſeem deſign'd; 
Their pompous Sage, a fiction fair, 
Unſuiting human-kind. 


Then Epicurus' ſyſtem charm'd, 
Deriv'd from Nature's ſource; 
And Stoic wiſdom quite diſarm'd, 


By pleaſure's ſoothing force. 


How tempting ſhews the wiſh'd abode, 


In Pleaſure's fair domain! 


Flow'rs ſtrew the paths; but in each road 


Still lurks ſwift-footed Pain. 


Unſeen 
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(5-7 
Unſeen ſhe waits our eager pace, | 
Amid the roſeate bower : 
Untir'd purſues her cruel chace; 


And blaſts each blooming flower. 


Speedful ſhe throws the deadly dart, 
Pointed with pungent Care: 2 
Still ſingling out th'enraptur'd heart, 


To wound with keen deſpair ! 


From fruitleſs ſearch new doubts aroſe ; 
And fild my penſive breaſt ; 

Till weary'd thought indulg'd repoſe, 
And ſoftly ſunk to reſt. 


When lo! a voice in ambient air, 


Diffus'd its heav'nly ſounds: 


In full attention bent to hear, 


My heart with rapture bounds! 


* 
1 
1 
1 
. 
i 


— 
$4. . A 9_ 
— 


5 — 
——— 


As RET 


——ä—ä—ä— 2 — — 
> 
"IS 


— 
. ——————ů ror —-— EIS 
- + re 
— 


Of knowledge glean the ſcatter'd ſtores 


Her ſeeds produce unfading flowers, 


(6) 
A radiant Form breaks on my fight! 


With awful beauty mild : | 
And ſhedding round ſoft beams of light 
Thus ſpoke, and gently ſmil'd. 


Vain is thy ſearch of bliſs complete, 
In life's tempeſtuous ſcene, 
Nor hope a laſting joy to meet; 


And cach new day ſerene. 


Thy tow'ring wiſhes learn to guide; 
Enjoy each ſmiling hour : 
Reſtrain wild Paſhon's furious tide: 


Beware of Love's loft pow'r. 


May beſt thy talents ſuit: 


© 


And Wildom's golden fruit. 
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UID 
if frowns of Fortune be thy fate, 
Exert a noble ſtrife: . 
Deſerve her gifts, deſpiſe her hate; 
While worth adorns thy life. 


Let no falſe lights thy mind deceive; 
With virtue arm thy breaſt : 
Humbly reſign'd, in calmneſs leave 


To Providence the reſt. 
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* E little ſongſters of the grove, 

f Ah 1 did your notes expreſs 
The pangs of Abſence, hopeleſs Love, 
| Or Jealouſy's excels ! 

1 Each ſound attun'd to my deſpair, 

I! | Might ſoften ev'ry grief: 

I My echoing heart partake your care ; 
ö And taſte a ſhort relief. 


II. 


But your fond lays, with love elate, 
In gentle raptures flow; 

Inſulting thus my wretched fate, 
And height'ning ev'ry woe. 


Ceaſe then, Oh ceaſe your am'rous ſong, 


In pity to my pain! 3 
To lovers bleſt ſuch notes belong; 


To me, a mournful ſtrain. 
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MALE COQUET. 


Dv0DuEWARE, ye Nymphs, Flirtillo's near 


Guard well your tender hearts: 
Heedful avoid the wily ſnare, 


He ſpreads with num'rous arts. 


Each Fair alike his eager aim: 


Of love he talks with caſe: 
Untouch'd his heart with any flame, 


But boundleſs with to pleate. 


His eyes can plead, his ſighs can move; 
His eloquence perſuade: 
Yet with this mighty ſtore of love, 


Unbleſt when moſt repaid. 
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Could Venus' ſelf with all her charms, 


No wonder, ſince a maid too kind, 
Might all his pleaſures blaſt: 

To her requeſt, a day reſign'd, 
He prodigal might waſte. 


The deep-felt loſs atone; 


For While ſhe claſps him in her arms, 


No newer conqueſt's won. 


To vain Coquets, ye prudent Fair, 


Then leave Flirtillo's heart: 
Let them divide the trifling ſhare, | 


Where each may claim a part. 


Unnotic'd let him ſtill purſue 
His baffling, airy ſcheme: 
To him, your ſcorn is juſtly due, 


Whole love's a Heeting dream. 
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7 8 
MONSIEUR HELVETIUS, 

ON HIS 


BOOK intitled DE L*'ESPRIT. 


\ CCEPT this tribute from a friend; 
Nor {imple verſe difdain : 
And while the Learn'd with {kill commend, 


Receive an artleſs ſtrain. 


A female voice with timid flight, 
Eſſays her feeble lays: 
Nor dares attempt to gain the height, 


Whence Poets reach the bays. 


Yet thou, Helvetius, deign to kear 
Thy praiſes from a breaſt, 
Where all is open, all ſincere; 


And love of Truth impreſt. 
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Thy Work with wonder I ſurvey'd, 
With pleaſure felt thy ſway, 
To win the judgment, and perſuade 


By Wiſdom's pow'rful ray. 


Who can like thee bright Truths unfold, 
And ering; Reaibn guide: 

Thy thoughts by ev'ry Muſe inroll'd, 
The Graces by their fide. 


_ Confirm'd by Nature's awful ſeal, 


When thus the Goddeſs ſaid, 
To thee 'tis giv'n to lift my veil, 


And view the plans I laid. 


' Go on, be bold, my rights maintain: 


Inftruct th'attentive mind; 
Break Prejudice's iron chain, 


And humanize mankind. 


( 13 ) 
So future times ſhall bleſs thy name, 


And Error hide her head: 


The furious Bigot, prompt to blame, 


No more his venom ſpread. 


While tributes of immortal praiſe, 
A grateful world ſhall pay; 
And monuments to thee ſhall raiſe, 


No time can wear away. 
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1 Who wrote a PoEx, to which he deſired an ANSWER. 


AVE you ne'er {een the rural maid, 


Whole eager eye ſurveys. 
A beautcous form, in pomp array'd, 


Where blends the diamond's blaze? 


Nature, and Art, with various charms, 
Attract her raviſh'd fight: 
No fear her baſhful mind alarms, 


Unnotic'd her delight. 


But ſhould the dazzling object's voice 


q- Accoſt and reach her ear, 


15 Of words in vain ſhe ſeeks the choice; 
1'8 i | 8 f | | 
it; 8 1 ; f 
1 Her ſenſes wrapt in fear. 
f OS: | W's? 


— ( — 
wy 


y—_ 
COT 


r 


Thus 


4-8-4 
Thus o'er the beauties, of thy Muſe, 
My wond'ring fancy ſtrays; 
Explores her flights, her charms purſues, 


Inraptur'd with thy lays. 


But if the ſong to me addreſt, 
Demands a fit reply; 


Confus'd each thought, with awe depreſt, 


In vain the lyre, I try. 


Tis not enough to fecl delight, 
Where happy talents ſhine: 

With joy to view thoſe rays of light, 
Which ſparkling deck the line. 


Genius muſt lend creative power, 
Wit give the vivid glow; 
Judgment preſide in Fancy's hour; 


And Taſte each grace beſtow. 
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Nature, alas! theſe gifts denies; 


In vain my wiſhes ſoar, 
No art her latent force ſupplies, 


Nor Rome, nor Athens? lore. 


Let then no daring thought invade, 


And tempt me to aſpire; 


But like the harmleſs rural maid, 


My part be to admire. 
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The COCK and the DOV E, 
An ALLE GORICAL TAL E; 
Wherein 1s deſcribed the Difference between SEN SUAL Love, 


and a Delicate Pass10N, drawn in two Characters from 
real Life. 


Harmleſs Dove without a mate, 


Her lonely hours patt : 
A tender heart of courſe her fate, 


And delicate her taſte, 


The Turtles oft around her cooe; 
Oft vainly paid their court : 
Whene'er they woo'd, away ſhe flew, 


To ſhun the taſteleſs ſport. 


Chance led her to a peaceful haunt 
Where muſing on a tree, 
Her gentle heart confeſt a want; 
Tho” bleſt with liberty. 
D SE Not 
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(18 ) 
Not far from thence a ſtately Cock, 
With gaudy plumage bright, 
Amicd'ſt his wives, a num'rous Hock, 


Enjoy'd his heart's delight. 


The thoughtful Dove a pleaſure found 
In liſt'ning to his note: 
Admir'd the filver-ringing ſound, 


'The pliant power of throat. 


His various colours pleas'd her eye; 
She lik'd his ſcarlet creſt : 
His mien majeſtic, courage high, 


A noble mind conteſt, 


She next obſerves his courtly ways, 
When oft the ſcatter'd grain 
He ſeeks with care, in tribute pays, 


To ſome bleſt fav'rite Hen. 


a 
How happy were my lot, ſhe cry'd, 
Cou'd I but gain his heart! 
All Turtles for his ſake deny'd, 


We never more ſhould part. 


But would he ever conſtant prove, 
And all his loves forſake ? 
{ muſt this cruel doubt remove, 


Or my fond heart will break. 


Yet why theſe fears ? that bird fo wiſe, 
Who warns the nightly hour, 
A faithful love muſt know to prize; 


Muſt long to feel its pow'r. 


His females nought can e'er endear, 
Since they're ſo little nice; 

2 Let but another Cock appear, 

They're vanquiſh'd in a trice. 
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O! what avails their ſpeckled plumes, 
Or all their gloſſy hue! 

While thus their fickle fancy roams, 
Thus to their love untrue. 


With eager ſpeed, ſhe wings her flight, 
"Till midſt her rivals plac'd : 

The Cock drew near, in high delight; 
And thus his ſpeech addreſs'd. 


Welcome, fair Dove! *tis you I ſpy, 
Oft perch'd on vonder boughs; 
But no companion ever nigh: | 


Pray, have you no kind ſpouſe? 


Your air beſpeaks a tender heart, 
Then did you never feel, 

Of ſoft deſire the pleaſing ſmart, 

Love's joys alone can heal? 


Pauſing, 


( 21 ) 
Pauſing, ſhe then her thoughts collects, 
Reſolves to hide her flame: 
A timid ſhyneſs now directs 


Her anſwer how to frame. 


When a true paſhon warms the breaſt, , 
| | 
How many fears ariſe ! | 


All vanity is then repreſt, 


All ſelf-opinion dies. 


Of tenderneſs, ſhe owns her breaſt 


Hath felt th*enchanting glow ! 
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His ſentiments of love, his taſte, 


Impatient ſeeks to know. 


His gay diſcourſe, with wit was fraught, 
But ah! too ſoon ſhe found 
A poignant dart from ev'ry thought 


Unerring flies to wound. 


he 


( 22 ) 
The Hen of ſpirit he prefer'd, 
Who'd freely ſpeak her mind: 


But whether conſtant, little car'd; 


If pretty, he'd be kind. 


Of love, he ſaid, he knew the force, 


Pleaſure alone his view: 


That bent, of all purſuit the ſource, 


In ev'ry bird that flew. 


Your maxim I allow is right, 


Holds in the plaintive Dove: 


But conſtancy 1s our delight : 


Without it, what is love! 


A lambent fire a pleaſing toy; 
he brilliant Cock reply'd; 
Variety its deareſt joy : 


Fancy alone its guide. 


Some- 


( 23 ) 
Sometimes the ſpeckled fair-one's charms 
Engage my raviſh'd eye; 
But each by turn my boſom warms, 


When ſhe's no longer nigh. 


Oppreſt with grief, the liſt'ning Dove 
Her error found too late: 
With feeble pinions ſought the grove ; 


And thus bemoan'd her fate. 


Why did my erring fancy ſtray, 
On birds unlike my kind! 
Of ſenſual pleaſures, taſte he may ; 


But ne'er of love refin'd. 


Awak'd from paſſion's dream, I ſee 
Thoſe talents I admire, 
By nature never meant for me: 


"Twas folly fann'd the fire. 
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In vain with various charms replete, 


Are wit and beauty join'd 
To form our bliſs, unleſs we meet 


The ſympathizing mind. 


THE 


T HE 
SELF EXAMINATION. 


\ A 7 H Y throbs my heart when he appears? 


From whence this tender ſigh ? 
Why are my eyes diſſolved in tears, 


When he's no longer nigh? 


Where are my wonted pleaſures fled ? 
Nor books, nor lyre can pleaſe; 
That lies untouch'd, and theſe unread: 


All occupations teaze, 


One lov'd idea ſtill employs 
All hopes, and all deſires! 
Walks are inſipid, mutic's noiſe; 


And converſation tircs. 
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But when Philander ſpeaks, *tis then 
J all attention pay; 

And fondly wiſh the pow'r to pen 
Whate'er he deigns to ſay! 


O with what ſkill I ſtrive to hide 
The joy my boſom feels ! 
When he, oft ſeated by my fide, 


To me his thoughts reveals. 


Wit, ſenſe, and genius then conſpire 
Each faculty to ſeize! 
And while I fondly thus admire, 


I loſe the pow'r to pleaſe. 


A pauſe enſucs, his eyes nl ſpeak: 
As waiting a reply : 
My words in falt* ring accents break ; 


Or on my lips they die. 


627 
Oh were Philander once to bear 
In all my woes a part; 
And ſoftly whiſper in my ear, 
The ſecret of his heart! 


What pleaſure thro' each ſenſe would glide! 
What tranſport ſhou'd I feel! 

0 ſay, my heart, thus ſweetly tried, 

Cou' dſt thou thy joys conceal ? 


F. 2 A 


( 28 ) 


A 


FRUITLESS REFLECTION. 


4 OR me in vain, from Wiſdom's ſpring, 
This bright inſtruction flows, 
The wond'rous bee form'd with a fting, 


The thorn beneath the roſe, 


No heedful caution warn'd my thought, 
The ſhepherd's charms to ſhun: 
By admiration I was caught: 


By taſte of wit undone! 


Attracted thus, the harmleſs fly 

Repairs, with 1 0 haſte, 
Where mingled ſweets | profuſely lie, 
Io taſte the rich repaſt. 


But 


( 29 ) 
But ſoon, amidſt the tempting joy 
Repents, alas, too late ! 
Nor can her ſilken wings employ 


To ſhun a hapleſs fate, 


} 
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( 30 ) 


THE 


VATN AT TEMET. 


Were Philander's charms confin'd 


To features, winning grace ! 
Abſence might drive him from my mind, 


Or fairer forms efface. 


But when the powers of wit combine, 
With pleaſing force to warm: 
Where wiſdom, honour, genius, ſhine, 


Oh how reſiſt the charm ! 


While Reaſon, and refleftion's © 


Can only fan the fire; 
And ſtrengthen all i en made, 
Not quell the fond deſire. 


6310 
With books I try'd to ſooth my pain, 
And all my ſuff' rings eaſe: 


Alas! no authors entertain; 


No wit but his can pleaſe. | 

If of philoſophy they treat, f 

My paſſion they renew: 4 

The ſage of all the moſt complete, þ 

Is preſent to my view. | 

| . 
His image to efface I ſought | 
And tear it from my breaſt: | 


But oh! how vain! whilſt ev'ry thought 


Recalls the fatal gueſt. 


The conflict's o'er, be calm my heart, 
And ceaſe thy fate to mourn: 
By merit gain'd, endur re the RE: 


Tho? hopeleſs of return. 
"THE 
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Bleſt inſenſibility, 
Where all is peace, and reſt! 
In happier days, well known to me, 


Thou dwelt within my breaſt! 


But oh, what anxious cares prevail! 
Vain wiſhes, chilling fear, 
Tumultuous riſe, by turns aſſail, 


Since Love inhabits there. 


Abſence may cool a weak deſire, 
But ſtrengthens paſſion's claim; 
As blaſts that damp a ling'ring fire, 


Give vigour to the flame. 


The 


3 
The deep Impreſſion to deſtroy 


From vain attempts deſiſt: 3 
Philander's charms thy thoughts employ 
'Twere folly to reſiſt. 


Inſenſible to merit's blaze, 

To virtue's ſoft controul, 
Cou'd'ſt thou each day ſecurely gaze, 
On eyes that ſpeak the ſoul ! 


Humanity's attractive reign, 
There blends with humour gay; 
There Truth and Candour's ſpotleſs train 


Soon ſtole my heart away! 


But oh! thy hapleſs paſſion hide, 
While under Friendſhip's name, 
Heedful, each look, each motion guide; 


Confine the riſing flame. 
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Miſtake Compaſſion in his breaſt, 


Thus will the Sun's warmth-ſpreading ray, 


( 34 ) 
Suppreſs the ſigh when he appears; 
Let not a bluſh betray: 
Eyes guſh not forth in tender tears ! 


All weakneſs far away! 


Leſt he of mortal Beings beſt, 


In an ill-fated hour, 


For Love's all-conquering pow'r. 
Too ſoon the motive thou wilt read; 
And mourn the ſhort-liv'd joy, 
When cold Indifference ſhall ſucceed, 
And all thy hopes deftroy. 


Tho? but obliquely felt, 
Compel in noon of wintry day, 
Cold iſicles to melt. 


But 


5 
But when his beams no longer ſhine, 
Enliv'ning all the ; lain; 
Behold the ſcene at eve's decline 


Each drop congeal'd again. 
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r abſence; and unkind megledt, 
FPond paſſion almoſt cur'd, 
No greater ills did I expect, 
Than thols I had cndur'd. 


Time's lenient hand a cordial brought, 

| To eaſe my love-ſick breaſt ; 

Which ſoftly ſooth'd each anxious thought, 
And lull'd my cares to ret. 


When lo! before my dazzled fight, 
The ſwain in ſmiles appears: 


My beating heart felt new delight! 


Far flew its wonted fears! 


459 


The moments gaily glided on; 


He never charm'd me more: 
Love was the ſubject he begun, 


And well expreſs'd its pow'r. 


With curious ſearch, he meant to learn 
What I reſolv'd to hide; 
A tender heart he might diſcern, 


In ſpight of all my pride. 


But its emotions ſo conceal'd, 
The flame it long had known, 
By no unguarded word reveal'd, 


By no fond look was ſhewn. 


In friendly guiſe, I gently leant 
On his unkiad neglets; -:: 
My thoughts on all his words intent, 
Some gleam of hope expect. 
What 


(3) 
What pleaſures round my boſom ſteal, 


J 


When, with a gentle ſmile, 
The truth from thee I'll not conceal, 


He cry'd, and paus'd awhile. 


— 


Deluſive with was on the wing, 
With phantoms fair to cheat ; 
Inviting views from fancy ſpring; 


And aid the foft deceit. 


But ah! what hideous forms ſucceed, 


To chill my panting heart! 
[ My doom I felt at once decreed | 


Switt flew the killing dart. 


When from Philander's lips ] heard, 
A nymph divinely fair, 
Employ'd each thought, her ſmiles reward 


With joy cach tender care. 


Then 
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Then dwelling on the dire event, 


He pour'd forth all his mind: 
Expreſt, in full, his fond content, 


And when the fair was kind. 


Ah! why to me the ſick'ning tale, 
And all thy joys reveal? 
Did gen'rous ſentiments prevail, 


With candour thus to deal? 


Was my fond paſſion known to thee, 
In ſpite of all my care? 
And thy intent to ſet me free, 


To cure me by deſpair ? 


What motives could thy purpoſe guide, 
To this deſtructive theme ? 
The fatal ſecret to confide, 


And wound me with eſteem ! 


© Love! 
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( 40 ) 

O Love! whoſe pow'r ſo few reſiſt! 
Why cruelly delight 

To lead us to the ſummit wiſh'd, 


Then caſt us from its height! 


Like tyrants fell, on miſchief bent, 
Thy treacherous arts beſtow 


Short intervals of {weet content ; 


But laſting hours of woe! 


n 
FROM 


8.1LY EA to DAMON; 


\ ho ſaid he ſtudied PHYSIC, and preſcribed Remedies to her. 


8 


CY" lovely youth? how vain thy {kill, 


In Eſculapian art ! 
To heal the various ills I fecl, 


Or mitigate the ſmart. 


If to allay the pains you cauſe, 
This curious ſearch is meant, 
Too well it merits my applauſe, 


* 


Tho' uſeleſs thy intent. 


The marv'lous pow'rs which latent lie 
IM health-reſtoring balm, | 
Or chemic drop, you may ſupply ; 


And ſharpeſt torments calm. 
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( 42 ) 
Let ſmiles adorn thy lovely face, 
A ray of hope ſupply ! 
My faded cheek, ſhall then ſurpaſs 
The blooming roſe's dye. 


In melting words to me alone 
Thy {kill in love diſplay, 
My weaxen'd pulſe their pow'r ſhall own, 


And blithſome meaſures play. 


Then, Damon, to complete the cure, 
O may thy Heav'nly voice, 
In rapt'rous ſong my heart aſſure 


That Sylvia's thy fond choice! 


Th'inactive blood, whoſe tardy pace, 
With ſlack*ning motion flow'd, 

Shall mant'ling gain, with ſprightly race, 
Of health the joyous road. 

But 


( 43 ) 
But if, alas! more potent eyes 
Thy lovely boſom warm; 
Or you a hapleſs flame deſpiſe, 


Which wants the pow'r to charm: | 

| 

Oh then, in pity to my grief, | 
Declare at once thy hate ! 55 4 
And to theſe woes, beyond relief, — 


Award the mildeſt fate! 
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Better by far, endure a ſhort 


t 
13 . * 7 

Tho' agonizing pain, 
Than of vain hopes, and fears, the ſport, - — 
In dire ſuſpence remain. N 
0 

© iy , | 0 16 
Thy words, if love the tenour guide, 
} 

„ 

A lite of bliſs beſtow; 


Or it unkind, my fate decide; 


And Death relieves my woe! 
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THE 


UNHAPPY DISCOVERY. 


[ 7 HILE Damon rang'd from fair to fair, 
I lov'd th'inconſtant ſwain; 
But light and eaſy ſat each care; 


Nor did my heart complain. 


Of fairer nymphs, I ſhar'd the fate, 
Content while he was free : 
Hop'd not to fix, but ſtill elate, 
If he diftinguiſh'd me. 


Oh cruel change! his thoughts confin'd, 
One object now employs ! 
A beauty triumphs o'er his mind! 


And all my peace deſtroys. 


Thrice 


„ 


Thrice happy maid ! if in thy breaſt 
Reſides a flame like mine: 

And if the lovely youth be bleſt, 
Ah why ſhould I repine ! 


No charms I boaſt, nor dare contend 
With ſuch all-powerful eyes; 
But oh! cou'd Love my cauſe defend, 


This Heart wou'd win the prize. 


10 


— — — 


646) 


TO THE 


MARQUIS DR C—, 


On his Birth Day, the 6th of January. 


WW ſhall I ſeek the bluſhing roſe, 
| Or jonquil's rich perfume ? 
Midſt dreary winter's falling ſnows, 


Can leafleſs thickets bloom 


Yet faireſt flow'rs this day ſhould grace, 
In matchleſs wreath combin'd ; 
No common gift can theſe replace, 


For Damon *tis deſign'd! 


In vain my wiſh, to ev'ry pow'r 
Was ardently addreſt: 
When thus the muſe, in lucky hour, 


Her ſecret thought expreſt. 


Ceaſe 


(37-1 


Ceaſe thy complaint—the tribute due 


To Damon's natal day 
Springs in cach ſeaſon, ever new; 


And triumphs o'er decay. 


The laurel then and bays entwine, 
For him theſe emblems grow ; 
Since Mars, and Phoebus, willing join 


To deck the ſhepherd's brow 


A ſprig of myrtle add, the cry'd: 
His conqueſts o'er the fair, 

A crowd of little loves ſtill guide, 
And whiſper in my Car. 


Thy tender friendſhip's laſting flame, 
His worthy mind may prize; 
But beauty is his conſtant aim; 


And love rewards his ſighs. 
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Tranſlated from the IrALIAN. 


INE day, with anxious doubts oppreſt, 
I thus to Chloe breath'd my care, 
Shall no new paſhon warm thy breaſt ? 


Canſt thou be faithful, as thou'rt fair! 


The ſun his wonted courſe ſhall leave; 
And eaſtward bend his lucid way ; 
E'er Chloe ſhall thy heart deceive, 


Or in one thought from Damon ſtray. 


Phoebus thou heard'ſt th'enchanting fair, 
Then to yon caſt thy courſe incline; 


For oh! theſe vows were light as air: 


The perjur'd nymph's no longer mine! 
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L117 4A-T7-2-:1; 
From the French Tranſlation of Geſner's Poem intitled, 
LE PREMIER NAVIGAT EUR. 
CANTO THE FIRST. 
"THE ſun had oft renew'd his annual courſe, 


Since that dread night, when with united 


force 


Tempeſtuous pow'rs in boiſt'rous ſhock combin'd, 


And Milon's farm, from bord'ring lands dif- 


join'd. 
The raging waves ſurround its ſmall extent 
From jarring elements, oh! dire event! 


What roſe a promontory's curving head 


An iſle became, remote from human aid 
Sunk were thoſe fertile fields, once happy fight; 
The paths which led where ſocial ſports delight, 
All commerce far remov'd — the longing eye, 

In vain wou'd flocks, or friendly dwellings ſpy. 
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(32) 


Thoſe pleaſures long enjoy'd, were now no more, 


Like azure, clouds appear'd the diſtant ſhore. 
Long had Semira mourn'd with pious tears 
The tender partner of her happier years: 
Milon, her ſoul's delight! one daughter left 
Was all her ſtore: of ev'ry hope bereft! 
The lovely maid each day in beauty grew; 
Her blooming charms conceal'd from mortal 
view. 
Vet ſuch her features, ſhape, and graceful air, 
She mid'ſ the faireſt, had been deem'd moſt fair, 
Leſt Melida, thus beauteous, thus divine, 
Should c'er in this fad ſolitude repine, 
The tender mother with fond care conceals, 
All joys to them deny'd, nor aught reveals, 
Of ſocial blits, ſweet commerce, youthful ſport; 
Or happy plains, where nymphs, and fwains 
reſort : Gd 


Pleaſures enjoy*d by them on vonder ſhore : 


And beſt unknown where tate denies that pow'r. 


At 
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( 53 ) 


At Milon's tomb Semira fought relief; 

And thus each morn, with ſighs proclaims her 
grief: 

O thou, my comfort once, beloved ſhade! 
Who all my cares with tenderneſs repaid; 
Whoſe words oft cheer'd me in this lonely iſſe; 
By whom my bitt'reſt woes, were huſh'd awhile! 
Alas! no conlolation now remains; 

No beaming hopes c'er cheer theſe heart-felt 


pains ! 


To what reſerv'd? where tends our cruel doom? 


Tormenting thought ! what will thy lot become, 
Oh Melida ! my debt of lite once paid, 
What Woes await on thine, unhappy maid ! 

Thy youthful bloom ſhall paſs away forlorn, 
Thus from all ſoft ning aids of friendſhip torn ; 
No ſound of human voice ſhall reach thy car, 
No tender ſpouſe with love thy boſom cheer; 
Nor dimpling ſmiles a mother's joy proclaim, 


While liſping babes pronounce the tender name. 


All 
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All chearful accents to thy ear unknown, 

Each cave ſhall echo to thy plaintive moan, 

Unceaſing Sorrow ſhall thy youth devour, 

And fell Deſpair attend thy lateſt hour : 

No tender tears ſhall flow to mourn thy death; 

But when reſign'd at length thy roſy breath, 

That lovely form which fun'ral rites ſhould grace, 

The ſun will ſcorch, and rav'nous birds deface. 
Whene'er theſe direful thoughts my breaſt aſſail, 

So much I love thee, cou'd my wiſh prevail, 

Thy ſparkling eyes in death were inſtant clos'd; 

For what is life, to woes like theſe expos'd ! 
May this retreat, this ſolitary ſhade, 

Hide all my ſorrows from the hapleſs maid ! 

O may ſhe ſtill in thoughtleſs ign'rance dwell, 

Happy at leaſt to fear no future ill. 

Mean while fair Melida employs her hours, 

In various taſk, to raiſe the drooping flow'rs ; 

The fragrant ſhrubs to twine in bow'ry forms, 


And guard each tender ſhoot from threat'ning 


ſtorms ; 


( 55 ) 
Already, planted by her hand, aroſe 
Around the deſert iſle, in double rows, 
Fair trees of various fruit; whoſe growing ſhade 
Her care employs : oft there the lovely maid, 
With graceful ſtep, and blooming cheek, appears; 
Another Venus, but of Hebe's years. 
A grotto in the ſea-lav'd rock ſhe ſpy'd ; 


Ingenious thought fit ornaments ſupply'd: 


The waves once cruel, now their treaſures pour; 


And ſhells of glowing dyes adorn the en 

Her lively fancy ſoon decides their place, 

Where forms and colours lend a mutual grace. 

From the high bending roof, with murm'ring 
ſound, - Es 

Tranſparent drops of water fall around : 

A ſhell of largeſt ſize the gift receives, 

Forms a caſcade, and the pleas'd ſenſe deceives : 


Art appears Nature ſporting thus to pleaſe; 


Her ſtamp it bears: all ſeems perform'd with 


eaſe. 
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(30 } 
Long had the beauteous maid her days thus 
ſpent, 
Play'd with her harmleſs lambs, and ſlept content; 
But when her ſixteenth year of youth was gone, 
Then time mov'd flow; ſhe feels that ſhe's 


alone. 


One day reclin'd beneath the flow'ry ſhade, 


Her penſive mind a train of thoughts invade : 
Pale is her cheek, her eyes a languor wear, 
While thus, in accent ſoft, ſhe breathes her care. 


O whither do my vain ideas lead? 


My heart inſtructs me ſomething was decreed 


To ſuit my ſtate; ſome happineſs unknown: 


Or whence theſe heaving ſighs? this daily moan? 


To what intent were we allotted here, 


In dreary ſolitude to waſte the year ? 


Wherefore created? why exiſting till? 


What unknown purpoſe are we to fulfill? 


Yon happy birds, who ſeem no bliſs to need, 
Together fly, together ſing and feed: 
My 


C371 
My lambkins too, in bands delight to ſtray; 


Why are we doom'd to leſs content than they? 
Has not ſome direful change caus'd all our 
woe ? 
A ſecret yet to me the fatal blow! 
My tender parent ſomething ſure conceals, 
Her look, oft clouded, to my thought reveals 
Myſterious woes: alas whenc'er I try 
To learn the cauſe, tears are the ſole reply: 
Unwillingly they fall, ſhe ſtrives to heal 
A grief, her thoughts with cruel anguiſh feel: 
Then mournful cries, let us with paticnce wait; 
And to the ſov'reign Gods reſign our fate. 
Alas! with filent revrence I reſign, 
Implore their aid, unwillingly repine : 
In anxious thought the maid oft caſts her eye 
O'er the wide ſea, then utters with 2 figh : 
Le riſing waves, Whoſe bounds my view ex- 
plores, 
Say do your waters bathe no happier ſhores ? 
[ This 
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This iſle a ſpeck in your immenſe domain, 
Does this alone inhabitants contain? 

Semira nc'er allows my fond ſurmiſe; 

But from her grief ſuppreſt, theſe doubts ariſe. 
Yon object ſtill unwary'd ſtrikes my ſight, 
Bord'ring theſe wat'ry limits on the right, 

A blue deſcended cloud its aſpec wears: 

In length, its form of far extent appears : 
Does fancy cheat, when to my cager ſenſe 

In calm profound, of human voices thence, 
The pleaſing murmurs oft methinks l Ucar, 
And diſtant accents faintly ſtrike my ear. 
That ſeeming ſubſtance wherefore not ſuppoſe 


Some other land, tho' ſmall its figure ſhows. 


Diſtance the cauſe appears: waves large when nigh, 


As they depart {till leſſen to the eye. 

Our cottage, when J view it from afar, 
Diminiſh'd ſcems, why not the whole compare? 
If like this ſpot, adorn'd with fertile fields, 


Each tree its fruit, each buſh its bloſſom yields, 


For 


659 
For beings there ſuch bliſs muſt be deſign'd: 


Perhaps thoſe creatures of ſome other kind, 14 


Diff'ring from all I daily here behold : 
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None like myſelf, but caſt in various mould; 1 
Unfit aſſociates to my with might prove; 
Nor half ſo pleaſing as the ſheep I love. 


Yet, if inhabit there (tormenting doubt) 


Beings like mine in form, endu'd with thought, 

Who like tlie birds, and lambkins num rous play, 

And joyous ſport, as fitly pair'd as they: 

Thrice happy then — ah! where would fancy lead; 

Scducing images! O ceaſe to feed 

Too flatt'ring hope, deccive my wiſh no more. 

Ye waves if roliing to that happy ſhore, | b N 

Watt there my ſighs, in murmurs tell my woe : 

Receive my tears; oh tay how faſt they flow! 
Oft Melida her curious with reveals; 

Semira, painful truth as oft conceals, 

While all things elſe increaſe around the Plain, 


Why only two forlorn, do we remain ? 
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( 60 ) 
The Nymph demands—around each plant ariſe 
Young tender ſhoots; each year with new ſupplies, 
Our flock is bleſt, the lambkins friſk around, 
Joyous of life, beſide their dams they bound: 
The feather'd race; how happy is their fate! 
Under yon duſky ſhade oft have I ſate, 
In huſh'd attention loſt, obſerv'd their flight, 
Their fond carcſs, till tears have dimm'd my 
ſight. 
Two form the neſt, divide the pleaſing care, 
Then on ſome neighb'ring branch, their joy de- 
clare: 

Soon after, watching all their pretty ways, 
Eggs in the neſt I ſaw — one bird diſplays 
Fach folding wing, his plumes the neſt ſurround, 
While the fond part'ner makes glad echo ſound 
10 nleaſing notes, perch'd on a branch ſtill near, 
As with defign the tender toil to chear, 
But O how welcome was my glad ſurprize, 

In place of eggs young chirping birds ariſe, 


Stretch 
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Stretching their unfledg'd neck, with clam'rous 
cry, 

While in their bills, of food a kind ſupply 

The careful couple bring: cach morn [ view'd 

Increaſing plumage till my eye purſu'd 

Their tim*rous flight, while joyous ever near, 

Still flutt'ring move the tender happy pair. 

E'er ſince my wand'ring thoughts confus'd re- 
main, 

New notions form, but no inſtructions gain. 

O ſay, Semira, why the gods beſtow 

On other creatures bliſs we never know ? 

In vain you aſk, the tender parent cries, 

Your doubts I cannot ſolve; my child, be wiſe: 

Vex not thy mind with fond defire to know 

The Gods deſign, from whom all bleſſings flow: 

That curious ſearch want of ſubmiſſion ſhows: 

Revere their wiſe decrees, and taſte repoſe, 

When thus the nymph, to whoſe high powers 


I bend, 


"Tis moſt unwillingly if I oflend . 


But 
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But how repreſs my wiſh, that like the reſt 


Of beings multiplying, we were bleſt? 
The cauſe, and means to me alike unknown, 
That care, no doubt, is of the Gods alone. 
One queſtion more, and that ſhall be che laſt: 
Ott do 1 recollect, in days long paſt, 
My litte form; how by degrees I gain'd 
My preſent ſize, by years alone attain'd : 
From thence reflection teaches to conceive 
once was leſs, I once began to live. 
0 tell me then, how did I firſt cxiſt? 
Where was I found? nor more ſhall T inſiſt. 


From that event, perhaps I might obtain 


Some dawning light, and leſs perplex'd remain. 
Your being firſt began, O then relieve 


My anxious thoughts, nor let falſe hopes deceive. 


Thus urg'd, Semira wily anſwers ſought ; 
Such as might beſt repel too curious thought, 


Alas my child, theſe fond enquiries ceaſe; 
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They nought avail, why thus diſturb my peace? 
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How thou cam'ſt here, remains to me unknown ; 
Long had I paſs'd my tedious hours alone, 
When the kind Gods indulgent to my pray'r, 
Sent thee, dear welcome gift! to ſooth my care. 
Thy tender little ſhape one morn I ſpy'd, 
Beneath a roſe-buſh plac'd : my with ſupply*d, 
With joytul haſte I ſeize; O to thoſe powers 
Thy fate commit, amuſe thy youthful hours: 
Since theſe deſtructive thoughts thy mind em- 
ploy; 
Nor flow'rs nor lambs delight, nought gives 
thee joy; 0 
Thy grot unfiniſh'd, loſt thy wonted {kill 


To form new paſtime, or thy taſks fulfil. 


Thus the bright nymph, in reſtleſs ſtate remains, 


And thus the tender mother ſoothes her pains : 
But ſoon the liſt'ning Powers benignant prove: 
All ſorrow change to bliſs : ingenious love 


A prodigy invents: to his fond care 


The part belongs, to pleaſe the blooming fair. 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 


N that more happy land his native ſhore, 


Reſides a youth, whoſe height majeſtic bore 

The ſemblance of a God; as midſt the groves, 
And flow'ry fields, with graceful ſtep he moves. 

His father oft relates their country's woe, 
| Befel long fince, while tears humane ſtill flow: 
Now painting various ills, my ſon, he crics, | 
That ſpot amid the ſea; mark where it lies 
In diſtance far—a neck of land once led 
Jo that lone iſle; now ſunk a watry bed: 
There dwelt a faithful pair, in wedlock bound, 
Milon and fair Semira, far around | 


Belov'd by all, one daughter they poſſeſt, 


Whoſe infant charms their wiſh completely bleſt; 


Her features rare, were caſt in beauty's mould: 


A miracle? ſo lovely to behold; 


Crouds flock with preſents the new-born to grace, 


The babe admire, and the glad mother bleſs. 


But 
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But ſoon, alas! a direful change betel, 
Sudden the fatal blow; wond'rous to tell. 
Whenc'er too faithful mem'ry paints the ſcene, 
My curdling blood runs chill thro' ev'ry vein: 
Dark was the ſKy; at midnight hour, a noiſe, 
More dreadful far than the loud thunder's voice, 
Spread wide alarm: carth to the center ſhook : 
The raging ſea its wonted bounds forſook: 
With hideous roar extends its boiſt'rous waves; 
Mounts o'er the rocks, and ev'ry limit braves. 
While cries of deſolation far around, 
Redoubling horror from the hills reſound. 
All fly aghaſt to diſtant fields or plains; 
The dreadful ſequel of our woes remains 
As yet unknown; till the returning light, 
| Reveals the ſad event — oh blaſt'ning fight ! 
| By warring ſeas o'erwhelm'd, thoſe paſtures fair, 
Leading to yonder iſle, no more appcar ; 
Nor viſible that ſpot, till Phæbus' rays 
O'er the ſucceeding calm diffus'd their blaze: 
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A ſhepherd fam'd for his far piercing eye 
Rejoicing then, affirmed he could deſcry 
Good Milon's cottage, with the trees around: 
Perhaps that pair, for virtue long renown'd, 
Map ſtill, thro? ſorrowing, breathe the vital air, [ 
And Melida, that child ſo wond'rous fair, 
Condemned in ſolitude to waſte each day, 

May now her infant charms, in bloom diſplay. 
Amazing beauty muſt adorn that face, 
Glowing each feature, heighten? d ev ery grace. 
By Nature's early gifts ſo form'd to ſhine, 
What leſs can fancy paint her than divine ! 
Deeply impreſt the liſt'ning youth receives 

| Each woe deſcribed; the fate of beauty grieves. 
Oft to the lonely ſhore, his ieps are bent, 
The ile he views, and mourns the dire event. 


In the calm ſunſhine of a ſummer's day, 


As once in penſive mood the ſhepherd lay, 


Slowly the waves in gentle murmurs rofc ; 


And nd his weary thoughts to ſweet repo!e. 


1307 


The god of love, on his purſuit intent, 


Prolonging balmy ſleep, a viſion ſent, 
To fancy's ken the diſtant iſle was brought; it 
With eager eye the fair alone he ſought: | 
Soon on that ſhore a beauteous nymph appears, 
Her graceful mien pathetic ſorrows wears: 
Forth from a grove ſhe walks, with mournful pace; 
Languid her azure eyes — a-down her face, 
With charms replete, a ſilent tear oft ſtole, 

And cloquently paints her inmoſt ſoul. 

Her auburn hair in careleſs ringlets play'd, 

And o'er her ſnowy boſom caſt a ſhade: 

Like Cynthia's beams, her charms around diſpence 
A gentle light, attracting ev'ry ſenſe. 1 
Careleſs ſhe moves, her looks ſtill downward caſt; f 
And Nature's various gifts, unheeding paſt. 


Soft Zephyr's breath; nor riſing flow'rs delight; 
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The bending branches tempt in vain her ſight, 

With fruits luxuriant: while ſhe, wrapt in thought, i 

Onward advanc'd, and the ſhore's limit ſought: | 4 g 
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There rais'd her iv'ry arms, and bent her eye 
Towards the wiſh'd land in view; then with a ſigh 
Imploriag aid, ſhe heaves her lovely breaſt ; 
And ev'ry atiitude her woes confeſt. 


The ſhepherd ſtrait to aid the nymph forlorn, 


Tempts the wide ſea, light on the waves is borne; 


Till on the ſhore arriv'd in thought he preſt 


The weeping charmer, to his am'rous breaſt : 


With trem'lous joy, his heart quick meaſures 


beat: 
His roſy check, fluſh'd rapturc's glowing heat: 
With wide-ſtretched arms, he ſeeks th* enchant- 
ing fair; 
His arms meet nought, alas! but ambient air. 
The viſion Hed, ſtill loſt 1 in thought he Jay, 
While round his tender heart ſoft thrillings play: 


But oh too ſoon awaking ſenſe returns ! 
Regret now reigns, and hopeleſs paſhon burns. 


Ah! cruel Pow'rs, with trembling lips he cry'd. : 


Why ſhew the bliſs to my fond ſoul deny'd ! 
7 That. 
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That matchleſs fair no more ſhall charm my fight; 
Alas! ſhe's gone, and with her all delight! 
Henceforth the youth his conſtant viſit pays 
To this lov'd ſpot ; and with his mournful lays 
Oft wakes the lark—by moonlight wanders here: 
Bewails his fate; and drops the ſilent tear. 
Ye Gods, he cries, what folly: equals mine! 
Vain 1s my with ; how vain thus to repine ? 
A fleeting dream has all my ſuff' rings wrought ; 
A ſhadow-being fills my anx1ous thought. 
Where is thy reaſon fled? ah wretched ſwain! 
Drive from thy tortur'd breaſt a fruitleſs pain: 
Purſue thy wonted taſks, nor be thou bent 
On airy bliſs; but witely ſeek content. 
Alas! in vain the tender ſhepherd ſtrove, 
By Reaſon's aid, to cure his hapleſs love: 
Nor baſs toil, nor jocund ſports afford 
Peace, or delight —the phantom ſtill ador'd, 
IIluſion, fair, his wand'ring ſteps purſues; 
Palls ev'ry pleaſure, every pang renews: 


When 
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Great are the gifts conferr'd on human kind; 


( 70 ) 


When thus, with heaving ſighs, the mournful 


ſwain, 
Perplex'd with thought, unfolds his am'rous 
pain. | 
Am TI then doom'd my youthful days to waſte 
In vain purſuit, nor gladſome hope e'er taſte ? 
This dream, the fatal cauſe of all my woe ! 
Cou'd it from chance proceed? from fancy flow? 
Such powerful charms ne'er met my waking fight; 
Nor trac'd before by thought's unbounded flight, 


Some Power divine, the viſion ſurely wrought ; 


Wich purpoſe kind, theſe bright illuſions ſought, 


Yet what avails to me his will conceal'd ? 


And how explore th? intent while unreveal'd ? 


If in that iſle exiſts that matchleſs fair, 
What boots it thus to love, and thus deſpair ? 
Vain all attempts to viſit yonder ſhore : 


What method can I try? what aid implore? 


Inventive faculties, inſtruct the mind: 
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But who the wond'rous power preſumes to teach, 
Midſt foaming ſeas, a diſtant ſhore to reach; 
And, like the ſtately ſwan, ſecurely ride Li 
O'er breaking waves, and ſtem the flowing tide? . 
Thus doubts, and fears, diſtract his reſtleſs mind, 
When lo! one morn, as on the beach reclin'd, 
Afar, high on the waves, an object new, 
Slowly approaching, ſtrikes his curious view; 
When near, a tree's enormous bulk appears; 
By tempeſt fell'd; and worn by length of years : 
Within its hollow form, a timid hare 
Seem'd newly chas'd, and ſeeking ſhelter there 


From the fleet hounds purſuit — cloſe by his ſide 
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The trunk arrives, borne on the riſing tide. 
The youth in rapture views the kind event; 
And joyous ſprings to ſeize the bleſſing ſent. 
Ideas new, by lucky chance impreſt, 
Intent he weighs within his thoughtful breaſt: 


With bright'ning rays a while fond hope they 
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But quick return — now far on ſhore he draws 
Of projects new, th' unlook'd-for, welcome 
_ cauſe; 

Reſolv'd the following morn at break of day, 

In pleaſing taſk, to make his firſt eſſay. 

The plan to compaſs, and the means deſign'd, 

As yet confus'd, float in his doubtful mind; 

Nor balmy ſleep his weary'd eyelids cloſe; 

Now hopes, now fears prevail. At dawn he 
role : 1 

With haſty ſteps, impatient gains jhe ſhore. 

Few tools he brought; a few were all his ſtore. 

O happy days of Nature's ſimple reign ! 

Bounded our wants, and eaſy to ittain, 

The hollow in the tree, by time decay'd, 

He means to widen, till commodious made; 

A ſeat ſecure is form'd but firſt beſought 

The God unknown, who in his conſtant thought 

The wond'rous viſion Had 1 {0 deep impreſt: 

O pow'r divine! reward a faithful breaſt; 


And 
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And, ſtill propitious, aid the bold detgn ! 
If aught I merit, make the Fair-one mine! 
Thus ſaid, with chearful mind, his work begun: 
The nymph already, in his thought is won; 
Succeſſive days, in toil he perſever'd; 
A boat, cho' rude in ſhape, at length appear'd. 

Not far, a narrow gulf, whoſe placid waves 
Ne'er mount aloft, his little bark receives. 
With painful toil among the deep-mark'd firand, 
'T was thither brought; then floated quits the land, 
Its freight the daring ſhepherd; to and fro 
Long toſs'd by ſhitting winds, till noon-tide flow, 


His bark, returning waves, then gently bore, 


And ſave convey'd him to the winding ſhore. 


Crown'd with ſucceſs hope glows in every 


thought; 
But till remains a myſt'ry yet untaught, 


To ſteer his courſe in foaming ocean wide 


His bark the ſport of winds, what pow'r ſhall _ 


guide ? 
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Abortive ſchemes perplex his lab'ring mind, 
Till love, in ſecret, prompts the means to find. 
A gleam of hight ſhoots ſudden thro? his breaſt; 
Exulting then, he thus his thought expreſt. 
The filver ſwan his courſe ſecurely guides; 
And vyith his tect the curling waves divides: 
That {kill to emulate, then let me try ; 

And Nature's bountcous gifts, by Art ſupply. 
dv impatient youth, now with ſucceſs to prove 
The lucky hint, with Joyful ardour ſtrove. 
Two planks he ſhapes, the model ſtill in view; 
With eager hopes then to the boat he flew. 
Firm ſeated there, his oars on either fide, 
7 2 65 long in vain, with youthful vigour ply'd ; 
Put ſill with eye intent, now inſight gains, 
From various birds that cleave the watry plains : 
Long in the gulf 1 improves his growing Kill, 
At length the yielding bark, he ſteers at will. 


Embolden'd now, with chearful hopes elate, 


At morrow's daven, reſolves to tempt his fate: 


And 
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And towards that iſle, th' imperfect veſſel guide, 


On fea immenſe, if fav'ring winds preiide, 
Applauſive joy dilates the ſhepherd's breaſt; 
zchold, he cries, my ardent labours bleſt! 
What taſk too hard for love's inſpiring force! 
What obſtacle can bar his rapid courſe? 

And thou, completely fair, of form divine! 
Exulung hope already calls thee mine. 
When landed ſafe on thy far-diſtant ſhore, 
When this fond heart thy pity ſhall implore; 


Canſt thou refuſe, with tenderneſs to bleſs 


That love, no perils daunt, no fears reprels! 


Did paſſion cer the fondeſt lwain engage 
To fem the dread abvis, dety its rage? 
Thus ſaid, the ſhepherd to his cot repairs : 


For night her ſtarry mantle now prepares, 


And decks the dark"aing {kies; while Morpheus 


throws 


His poppies round, and bids the world repoſe. 
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Beauty to chear, and ſuccour helpleſs woc. 
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SANTO THE THIN D. 


URORA now in golden robes array'd, 
With roſy hand, diſpels each gloomy 
ſhade: 
Soft zephyrs gently ſhake the trembling leaves : | 
The curling ſu-ge, with playful motion heaves. | 
O'er the flow-rifing wave bright ſun-beams 
play; 
While tuneful birds reſound their morning lay: 


Such was the halcyon calm fair Nature choſe, 


When Venus, from the dimpled waters roſe. 
Reviving hope tranſports the ſhepherd's breaſt, 


The bark he mounts, and thus his pray'r addreſt. 


O Neptune! in whole realms I dare, untry'd, | 


* 


With bold attempt my vent'rous courſe to guide,, 


Propitious lend thy aid ! no proud deſign 


Preſumptucus ſways to tempt thy pow'r divine! 


From paſſion pure theſe dauntleſs eff orts flow; 


To 
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To yon lone iſle, a viſion bends my way: 


| Safe to that ſhore, a faithful fwain convey ! 

And thou, O pow'r benign! who firſt inſpir'd | | | 

The daring thought, oh grant the means re- 1 
quir'd | | 

Thy vot'ry gracious hear, and ſtill protect! 

Midſt unknown perils ſafe, if thou direct. 

The god of love, unſeen, his voyage guides, 
Still flies before, and o'er his fate preſides: 
Amidſt the bark, by his divine commands 
A perch, lo riſes! as a maſt it ſtands, 
Adorn'd with flow'ry wreaths, that gently play, 
While wafting Zephyrs ſmooth the wat'ry WAY, 


Some ſeparate the WAVES, where ſoftly glides | 
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The ſailing tree, and o'er the ocean rides. 

Some fan the raptur'd ſwain, whoſe pious 
; breaſt, 
The preſence of a pow'r divine conteſt. 


When Neptune riſing from beneath the main, 


With ſmiling aſpect, views th' advent'rous ſwain; : 
And T1 
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And pleas'd revolves in his prophetic thought, 
The naval art to full perfection brought; 
When commerce o'er his realms ſhall boldly ſteer, 
From clime to chme each uſeful product bear; 
Thro' pathleſs ſeas, fair Science point the way; 
And unborn nations bleſs th' enlight'ning ray. 

From the deep waves, and the far diſtant coaſt, 
Blue Tritons haſte, to view a mortal's boaſt; 
The firſt who dares o'er faithleſs ſeas to fail 
In a frail bark, and truſt th* inconſtant gale. 
Quick from their humid grots the Nereids riſe, 
And caſting on the youth their wond'ring eyes, 
In tuneful lays, applaud his bold deſign; 
While Neptune's ſons alternate praiſes join: 
Then circling meet, and the light bark ſurround, 
Cleaving the air with the ſhrill trumpet's found : 
Now hand, in hand, with playful joy they 

ſpring ; 


And with the Nereids mixt, in chorus ſing. 


To 


11 
To the bold advent'rous ſwain, 
May each power propitious prove, 
Who dares truſt the fickle main, 


in hollow tree, inſpired by love. 


Behold the god 1s on the wing, 
He the wond'rous courſe directs : 

The firſt ſailor, let us ſing: 
Happy he whom love protects. 


O may nought thy bliſs retard! 
May thy dauntleſs courage meet 
In the fair a full reward, 


Rend'ring all thy joys complete! 


Fav'ring Genius of the iſle, 
Haſte, oh haite, the nymph prepare, 
To receive him with a ſmile, 


And requite his tender care. 
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Mean while th' impatient youth ſucceſsful ſails, 
Borne to the wiſh*d-for ſhore, by fav'ring gales: 
Joyful he lands, his boat to ſhelter draws, 
Then to the bounteous gods : gives due applauſe 
With grateful mind, where piety o'erflows 
In duteous thanks, for bliſs their power beſtows. 
Tranſporting joy now fills his am'rous thought ! 
The blooming nymph with eager pace he ſought. 
His panting heart renews each fond deſire; 
And to his ſparkling eyes adds brighter fire. 
- Advancing ſtill, he views with glad ſurpriſe, 
Fair fruits, and flow'rs, in beauteous order riſe : 
From tree to tree, the circling vine extends; 
And with its weighty cluſters, willing bends. 
The blooming peach and the bright orange vie 
In beauteous tints, to win the roving eye; 
Here jaſmin ſheds perfume, and myrtles aid, 
With fragrant boughs, tolend a pleaſing ſhade. 

The Nymph he ſought, with penſive cares 

oppreſt, 


Silent reclines on her fond parent's breaft. 
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Now tiling grief, in words declare her woe! 

In vain Semira fooths, full faſter flow 

The falling tears. — Content I ne'er can taſte ; 

Thus doom'd my ſolitary days to waſte ! 

The gods, you ſay, with their all-pow'rful {kill, 

Of things inanimate can form at will 

Creatures like us, companions of our fate : 

Ah would they deign (to bleis my wretched fate) 

The prodigy fulfill — Their mighty pow'r, 

By pray'r, 5 facriftice, PI ſtrait implore, 

The choiceit fruits and flow'rs, in order ſpread 

An altar there. — Semira rais'd her head, 

When ſudden thus—What object ſtrikes my ſight! 

Then motionleſs remains in pale affright. 

The lovely youth beyond the threſhold ſtands, 

Caving on Melida with lifted hands. 

Benignant powers! he cries, oh happy dream! 

The fair I then beheld, 'tis ſhe! the ſame! 
Semira, ſeiz'd with awe, reſpectful roſe; 


And thus, diſmay'd, her trembling accent flows. 
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Bright form unknown, if from Olympus' height 

Thou gracious com'ſt, reveal'd to mortal ſight, 
Our lone retreat to view, thy will declare; 
And oh propitious prove ! but why that air 
Perplex*d and dubious? wherefore ſtill remain 
At diſtance fix'd? Let nought thy ſteps detain. 
Whate'er thy ſtate, thou'rt here a welcome gueſt. 
The ſhepherd ent'ring, thus his words addreſt. 

No pow'r ſuperior, but a ſimple twain, 


Your favour aſks —happy if he obtain. 


Within your iſle, by nameleſs art arriv'd, 


By love inſpired, by love the means contriv'd. 


While thus employ'd, each other they accoſt, 


The lovely maid in filent wonder loſt, 


Admires the ſhepherd's form, his ſhape, and ſize; 
Each manly charm, attracts her piercing eyes: 
Her raptur*d heart ſhe thus at length expreſt, 


The bounteous gods have granted my requeſt : 


Have this bright creature form'd, Reet ſolace 


meant 


To chear my hours; and give complete content! 
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O quick approach, and on my breaſt repoſe 


Thy lovely cheek, in colour like the roſe; 
Claſping thy hand, let me with glad amaze, 
On all thy wond'rous charms, tranſported gaze! 
Say, what lov'd form thou e'er *till now didſt 
wear? 
A blooming flower, a tree, didſt thou appear? 
A gloſſy ſhell, that various colours ſtreak, 
A purling ſtream, didſt thou o'er pebbles break ? 
Wert thou a feather in a peacock's train? 
Or on the ſhore a ſhining pearly grain ? 
Or rather what my raviſh'd eye afar, 
With wonder ſtrikes, a ſilv'ry glitt'ring ſtar ! 
In ſpeaking thus, his trembling hands ſhe preſt 
And drew ſtill nearer to her ſnowy breaſt. 
With ſighs the ſwain purſues, My ſoul's de- 
. 1 
Part of myſelf! oh give the bliſsful right, 
To name thee thus | — For ever let me hear, 


Sounds ſo delightful to my raviſh'd ear! 


M 2 She 
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( 34). 
She fond replies, In thee my whole defire 
Is fully bleſt! nor more can with require! 
My panting heart, feel how it ſprightly moves! 


This hand in thine, my joy dy trembling proves. 


Unfelt till now, delight compared to this 


Such ſweet emotion! — ſuch o'ecrpow'ring bliſs! 

But wilt thou ſtay ? renounce all other care? 

Partake my toils? and all my plcaſures ſhare ! 
O lovely maid ! within this conſtant breaſt, 

Long has thy image dwelt, by love impreſt! 

To view thy matchleſs charms, thy favour gain, 

I brav'd the terrors of the foaming main. 


Can I cer leave the prize, by perils won, 


 Dearcr to me, than all beneath the ſun ! 


Thrice happy ſwain ! in ail the joys I taſte, 
So well repaid, for ev'ry danger paſt! 

As from a dream Semira now awoke; 
And thus with brow ferene, the youth beipoke : 
Thanks to the gracious gods, who ſent thee here, 
With ſocial bliſs, our {tude to chear! 


But 


3 

But ſay, to this lone iſle what mighty aid, 
A paſſage o'er the waves for thee has made? 

He then began diſtinctly to relate 
The viſion ſent, to guide his happy fate: 
The hopes, the fears, his reſtleſs mind aſſail'd ; 
How doubts diftreſs'd, how paſhon ſtill prevail'd ! 
By love how taught the diſtant iſle to gain : 
To mount the ſurge, and tempt the awful main. 
In filence wrapt the wond'rous tale they hear; 
Now ſmiles ariſe, now drops the tender tear. 
When thus fair Melida, with eager voice, 
Oh! let me ever be thy only choice! 
Methinks (I know not why) 'twould grieve my 
heart, 
If others in thy love had equal part! 
Ah! kindly promiſe, ne'er acroſs that ſea 
To truſt the billows in thy hollow tree. 

No falſe conjecture then, my thought ſup- 

ply'd: 5 
Beyond thoſe waves, beings like us reſide. 
But 
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But ſay why on thy chin thoſe downy hairs? 
And why thy mien, unlike my own appears? 
With ſtrength endu'd thy limbs wear different 

grace: . | 
Thy features ſhew leſs ſoft, leſs mot thy face. 
The will of Heaven, the {prightly youth began, 


A woman thee created, me © 4. 


A man! with lively tone, the nymph replies: 


What can that mean? your puzz'ling words ſur- 


priſe ? 


Yet if thy form, exact reſemblance bore, 


Modell'd from mine, I could not love thee more! 


The frugal meal, Semira bid prepare; 


In ſearch of fruits, went forth the joyous pair. 


But while in ſweet diſcourſe, and fond careſs, 


Content, and pleaſure, their whole thoughts poſ- 


ſeſs ; 


Loſt every care, inſenſibly they ſtray ; 


And towards the ſhore, direct their wand'ring 


way : 
Be- 
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Behold, my well- beloved, turn thine eyes: 
View there the ſapleſs trunk, the ſhepherd cries, 
In that, along the waves a road I trace: 

In that ſecure, I flew to thy embrace. 

Eager ſhe ran, and with ſurprize exclaim'd, 
This the invention you a bark have nam'd ! 
Amazing courage, the wide teas to brave, 

In floating ſhell, the ſport of ev'ry wave ! 
As the light leaf from tender bloſſom torn, 


Mov'd by the gentleſt air, aloft is borne. 


Thy love for me inſpir'd the daring thought: 


For me the means contriv'd, the danger fought, 


Fail welcome tree! from diſtant ſhores arriv'd, 


Thus leafleſs worn — of all thy charms depriv'd, 


More lovely to my fight, beyond compare, 
Than all the ſpring adorns with bloſſoms fair. 


Bleſt be the field once favour'd with thy hade! 


Bleſt by the planter, by whoſe kindly aid 
Thy root was fix*d ! — O yearly may his tomb, 
With choiceſt flow'rs be deck'd, in early bloom ! 


But 
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But thou, my ev'ry joy! wilt thou remain 
Content with me? this iſle thy wiſh contain ? 
Oh ſhould'ſt thou e'er reviſit yonder ſhore, 
Depriv'd of all my happineſs in ſtore, 
How doubly wretched would my fortune Prove ! 
Bereft of taſted bliſs ! of all I love! 
If thus unkind, thou ev*ry hope deſtroy, 
And quit this coaſt, in ſearch of other joy, 
Oh ! may thoſe waves in pity to my grief, 
By threat'ning ſtorm, afford their kind relief, 
With angry ſwell oppoſe thy cruel flight, 
And quick return thee to my longing ſight! 
With tearful eyes, her arms around his waiſt, 
While thus ſhe ſpoke, were innocently caſt. 
O how unjuſt are all thy tender fears! 
The ſwain reply'd, and drank her falling tears, 
A thouſand kiſſes, the ſoft dews cfface ; 
And to her bluſhing cheek, reſtore each grace, 


If e'er with ſuch intent, I quit this iſle: 


If guilty thus, thy love, thy truth, beguile, 
NP | May 
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May the firſt wave revenge thy plaintive woe; 
And gaping drive me to the ſhades below! 
But thou, my ſole delight! aſk thy fond heart 
If mine can rove? if c'er from thee depart ? 
Ah! could I thus, of all thy charms poſſeſt, 
Conſent to ſtray and he no longer bleſt! 
Two altars on this happy ſtrand PII raiſe; 
Juſt monuments of gratitude and praiſe! 
One to the God of love, whoſe pow'r divine 
My paſſion caus'd; who bleſt my bold deſign ; 
To Neptune one, who, gracious, {mooth'd the 
ſea, = | 
Ard fate convey'd me to all bliſs, in thee ! 
They now Semira's orders ſtraight obey ; 
And to the cottage bend their gladſome way, 


In ozier baſkets, on the table plac'd, 


Choice fruits, and {imple ſood, the ſupper grac'd. 


Midſt pleaſing talk, the joyous minutes flown, 

Night grew a- pace; the moon's full glory 
ſhone. | Des 
N Withs 
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Within a bow'r, adorn'd by Hymen's care, 
The god of Love conducts the happy pair 
There jaſmin ſheds perfumes, there blooms the 

roſe; 


Beſide, a purling riv'let gently flows: 


Here, crouds of little playtul Loves rciort, 


Amid the branches imile, and joyous ſport, 
While cooling Zephyrs watt the balmy gale, 
And Fhilomela pours her tuneful tale, 

A length of years, in virtuous cares em- 

ploy'd, 

Bleſt with content, the lovely pair enjoy'd. 
Their ſpreading offspring, long, ingenious ſought 
The naval art, and to perfection brought. 
On thoſe fair ſhores, a city built (far fam'd 
For ſplendid taſte) and Cytherza nam'd : 
Its pompous palaces, its lofty mien, 
Were in Laconian ſeas reflected ſeen ; 


Above the reſt, one ſtately temple ſhows, 


Adorn'd with columns, rang'd in double rows : 


There 


There ſplendor, 1kill, and taſte, united ſtrove, 
Worthy of Venus, and the God of Love, 
Whole fav'ring pow'r protects the happy iſle, 


Where Plenty reigns, and all the Graces ſmile, 
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FMCAO_T_xCTFEHORESSTD 
From the FRENCH Tranſlation of GesxNtr's Twelfth 


IDyLLE, intitled, 
FV 


Ou P INVENTION des JARDINS. 


\ \ T HILST the bleak winter's ſtormy ſea- 


ſon reigns, 5 55 
And for the cottage we foriake the plains; 
While fleecy ſnows deſcend in filver ſhow'rs, 
Let Fancy's aid, recall more joyous hours, 
Of beauteous images unlock the ſtore, 
To pleaſe my Daphne, all its treaſures pour ! 
Springs, verdant lawns, fair proſpects, fragrant 
gales; 

Summers bright ſuns, and Autumn's plenteous 

vales: 5 


| From | 


From theſe ſelect, combine, and range along, 
In ſimple order to adorn my ſong. 
Thus with nice ſearch, th' enamour'd ſhepherd 

roves, 

O'er blooming meads, o'er hills, and balmy 
groves, 

To form a wreath the fair one may approve; 

Worthy her taſte, expreſſive of his love. 

The choiceſt flowers he ſeeks, to pleaſe intent; 


This for its beauty priz'd, that for its ſcent: 


The ſoft perfumes in riſing fragrance vie, 


While blooming tints diffuſe their various die; 


-t A k - * 
— — * LENS 14 — 
— CNS * 


Then in a lovely form the garland twines, 

Till ev'ry leaf with heightened luſtre ſhines. 
Prepare my muſe the tory to unfold, 

Of a fond ſhepherd, who in times of old, 

By love inſpir'd, the pleaſing art firſt ſought, 
Wilds to adorn : —who with inventive thought, 


Mixes the colours of enamel'd fields: 


— 


Copies the various views fair Nature yields; 
Her 
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Her charms diſperſt collects, aſſigns their place, 

Where each beſt ſhines, where each reflects a 
grace: 

Till plans more perfect from experience grew; 

| | And lo! a garden riſes to the view. 


„ Oh may the melting ſtrains her car invite! 


May Daphne liſt'ning, catch the ſoft delight 
Of vows exchang'd, where hearts harmonious 
E join 
To form each with, and taſte of joys divine ! 


; i ieee : 
Twas in the golden days of Saturn's reign, 


| A ſhepherd role, the glory of the plain ! 
; _ Renown'd afar in ev'ry pleaſing art 
| Can merit praiſe, can captivate the heart : 


Of graceful ſtature, unaffected mien; 
In ſprightly dance, applauded on the green, 
His nut-brown locks, in waving ringlets flow; 
His azure eyes, kind looks on all beſtow ; 
Where fire with ſweetneſs, ſenſe with ſpirit join'd, 
To give the trueſt picture of his mind 5 
That 


(981 

That lovely mind, where ſocial virtues reign; 
Truth, Innocence, and Candour's ſpotleſs train: 
A feeling heart that melts at others woc; 
A ready hand to help, and to beſtow: 
Of humour gay, an equal mind poſſeſt; 
With wit ſuperior, pow'rful genius bleſt. 

Such Lycas was; by all the nymphs admir'd, 
While one alone his conſtant boſom fir'd, 
Nor met diſdain ; tho? coyneſs for 4 while 
Refus'd all favours, but a gentle ſmile, 
Till Love's ſoft pow'r, impatient of controul, 
| Spoke in her eyes, thoſe inlets of the ſoul ! 
And gave the faithful ſwain of hope a ray, 
Welcome as to the lark the dawn of day. 
When lovers haply meet, does chance decide; 
Or is it ſome kind pow'r, ſome unſeen guide, 
Oft ſteers their wand' ring courſe, and makes chem 

bleſt! 


In a lone wood both rang'd, with thought op- 


preſt: 


There 
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There ſudden met furprize and joy ſucceed : 
He ſpoke his paſſion bade his ſufPrings plead. 
Nor vain theſe hopes: his conſtancy long try'd, 
Chloe ne'er ſought a harmleſs flame to hide. 
Their tranſports mutual, and their hearts fincere, 
Have innocence, and virtue, aught to fear ! 


The happy ſwain, impatient to review 


This fav'rite ſpot, where ev'ry thought ſtill flew, 


Roſe with the day, and haſt'ning to the wood, 
Intent he gaz'd around, and penſive ſtood ; 
When thus impell'd by love, his joys expreſt, 
And all the grateful feelings of his breaſt. 


Behold the place, where the laſt ſetting ſun 


Saw my fond heart's felicity begun! 


Under this beech the gave me the firſt Kiſs ! 


Twas here my Chloe figh'd, and ſealed my 


bliſs ! 


While my weak trembling arms her form em- 


brac'd! 


While yet my words in feeble accents waſte! 
While 
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While my fond throbbing heart tumultuous 


mov'd ; 
And eyes, o'erlown with tears, told how Llov'd! 
Then Chloe's wav'ring hand neglects the crook : 
It falls, and on my breaſt reclin'd, ſhe with a look 
Where truth, and innocenge; their charms diſ- 
play'd, 
In broken words, thus all my cares repaid. 
Oh pow'rful Lycas, my whole heart poſſeſs! 
To merit ſuch as thine, can I give leſs ! 
Ye ſolitary fountains, peaceful groves, 
| Be une of her vows! record our loves! 
Oft have ye heard the ſtory of my woes; 
When murm'ring ſtreams, nor ſhades could give 
repoſe, 
Stretch'd on theſe banks, the daiſies, as they 
grew, 
| ouck*d in my falling tears, like morning dew. 
Now hear my joys, and let the woods refound, 
Chloe is kind, and all my wiſhes crown'd ! 
| O O beau- 


| 
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O Heauteous maid ! what tranſports fill my 
breaſt ! : 
Words are too faint, and love muft paint tlie 
reſt! 
All-pow'rful love! thy raptures lift my thought 
To new attempts, and arts till now unſought. 
Let theſe retreats be ever from this hour, 
Sacred to thee! devoted to thy pow'r ! 
Roſe-trees around this bcech ſhall quickly 
bloom j | 
Here Mall ariſe the lily's high perfume: 
And next the poppy's s richeſt colours glow; 
The woodbines fragrance, with the jaſmiy 
blow; 
While pinks and ſnowdrops beautify the ſpace, 
Combine their ſweets, and lend a mutual grace: 
Profuſe let my rtle ſpread uniading — : 
Expreſtive emblem of eternal vows. 


Auſpicious love ! 0 deign my courſe to lead 


Guide the fond tal k! direct where beſt to ſpeed. 
O'er 
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O'er verdant lawns, amid the purple vales, 

Thro? waving groves, that breathe the icented 
galcs ; 

In fertile fields, on hillocks' flow? ry height, 

Where oft the bee directs her willing flight, 

Sipping mellifluous dews, her work completes, 

And midſt her toil, enjoys the flowing {weets ; 

Gladly ſhe ſpreads her wings, with treaſure 
fraught : 

All burdens light; while with inſtinctive thought, 

Each purpoſe follows, ev'ry with attains; 

Renews her pleaſures, and forgets her pains. 

Thus let th'aſpiring mind its pow'rs employ, 

Repeat the labour, and confeſs the joy. 

Thus from fair Nature's face, collect the ſtore; 

With curious eye, her varjous charms explore, 

Infpir'd by thee, let ſoaring fancy ſpring, 

Ariſe aloft, and try the vent'rous wing: 

Then floping banks, the ſtrait, the waving line, 

The garland's ſhape, the wreath {Hail each combine 
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To deck, to vary; while th? admiring light, 
Where'er it turns, may taſte a new delight. 
With heedful art I'll guide yon limpid ſource, 
And round my flow'ry foreſt bend its courſe. 
A white-thorn hedge, ſhall be its outward mound, 
Leſt ſtray ing flocks deſpoil the hallow'd ground. 
Then, to complete my wiſh, to charm each 
ſenſe, 
Let warbling ſounds their ſoothing pow'r diſ- 
penſe. 


Haſte here, ye feather'd race of various ſong : 


Bring all your pleaſing melody along. 


O come, ye tender, faithful, plaintive doves ! 


Perch on this beech, and ſing your abſent loves. 


And all ye tuneful tribes, that joy elates, 
Here thro' the roſe-buſh, chace your gentle 


wates. 

The roving butterfly, with pencil'd wing, 
Whoſe opening beauties match the flow'ry 
ſpring, 
Shall 
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Shall ſeek to flutter thro? theſe bleſt alcoves, 
Indulge his fancy, and enjoy his loves : 
Oft on the lilly's leaf, his bliſs complete, 
Bent to and fro, beneath his little weight. 
| Succeſs muſt follow all my pleaſing toil; 


Love will aſſiſt, and beauteous Chloe ſmile. 


I MI- 
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V 
From the FRENCH Tranflation of GEsNER's Fifteenth 
IDyLLE, intitled, 


E 


YMPHS of the grot, by whoſe commands, 
Theſe buſhes rite to ſhade 


Your peaceful dwelling, whoſe fair hands 


Theſe lov'd receſſes made. 


Ye, whoſe full urn the limpid ſtream 


In this clear fountain pours, 


When unemploy'd on pleaſing theme, 


Or dance in ſylvan bow'rs. 


If balmy ſleep in yonder glades 


Your tender thoughts compoſe, 
Let not my voice, ye beauteous maids ! 
Diſturb your ſweet repoſe, 
But 
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But ſhould this hour propitious prove, 
Hear an unhappy maid! 
O may her woes to pity move, 


While ſhe implores your aid! 


Lycas, the youth with auburn hair, 
And looks ſo mildly gay, 
His winning eyes, his graceful air, 


Soon ſtole my heart away ! 


Have ye ne'er ſeen the gentle ſwain 
This way his lambkins guide? 
While echo, dwelling on the ſtrain, 


To his ſweet flute reply'd. 


Have ye not heard his tuneful voice, 


In ſtrains melodious fing ? 


While oft he makes the woods rejoice, 


His theme the blooming ſpring. 


Of 
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Of ſummer's charms, her various flowers, 
Of harveſt's joyous days, 
Of plants, he ſings the wond'rous pow'rs; 


While nymphs, and ſhepherds praiſe. 


Tho' his dear image in my heart, 
Soo deeply is impreſt; 
Yet he diſcovers not the ſmart, 


That robs my foul of reſt. 


Bleak winter's ſnows, and cruel blaſt 
Forbid the plain's delight ; 

Oh! what a length of time has paſt, 

Since Lycas bleſt my ſight! 


When autumn fruits, and golden grain, 
To ſtore the youths remove, 
Then laſt I ſaw the lovely ſwain, 
: Aſleep in yonder grove. 
In 
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In his fair locks, with various grace, 
The wanton Zephyrs play'd; 
While ſunny rays caſt on his face, 
Of leaves the waving ſhade, 


Thus to my fancy {till he ſeems, 
Strech'd by the purling rill; 
With ſmiles, as if in pleaſing dreams, 


His form enchants me ſtill! 


Ah! then it was my pleaſing care, 
The choiceſt low rs to ſuit; 
And form a cacland for his kate, 


A wreath around his Hute, 


LI long'd to ths my | ſhepherd wake; 
And view his glad ſurpriſe : 

Beneath a beech my ſand I take, 

| Hid. from his opening eyes. 
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Where my fond heart had met delight, 


To hear his thought expreſt; 
And where diſcover'd to his fight, 
My eager hopes were bleſt. 


| O would not the diſcerning youth, 
j Have gueſt who loves him moſt! 
| My bluſhes ſoon had prov'd this truth; 
| But ev'ry with was croſt. 
Chloe with all the virgin train, 
In ſportive bands drew nigh : 
Compell'd I leave my ſleeping iwain, 
ll To ſhun the curious eye, 
Not flocks, from verdant paſtures drove 
| To barren mountain's height, 
ik 


With more reluQant ſteps remove, 


Than I from his lov'd fight. 
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Be huſh'd my cares, the ſpring draws near; 
And in the flow'ry mead, 

My ſhepherd will again appear, 
Our flocks together feed. 


Ye gracious Nymphs ! here let me place, 
Of flow'rs the firſt that blow; 

Garlands ſhall ſtill theſe branches grace, 
While to your fanes I bow. 


If near this fountain's limpid ſtreams 
My love inclines to reſt, 
Reveal to him in lively dreams, 


The flame within my breaſt. 


Urge my fond paſſion, plead my truth; 
And let my ſuff' rings move! 
Thrice happy ! if th' inchanting youth 
Return my conſtant love! 
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OF A 


BALLAD, 023 rr. 


Wrote by Monſicur MoxcRIF FE. 


LL-pow'rful love, afford thy aide“ 
While I her charms recite; I 
Teach me to paint the matchleſs maid, 


My ſouls ſupreme delight! 


Softneſs, and wit, adorn her ſmile; 


Like ſpring ſhe chears the day; 


Her roſy lips breathe odours, while 


They pearly teeth diſplay, 


All gentleneſs is in her air; 


Her voice a lyre divine; 
Her eyes unwary hearts cnſnare, 


And wound without deſign. 


( 109 ) 
From her whole form diffuſive charms 
The ſoul to raptures move ! 
Nor Thought, nor Reaſon, furniſh arms, 


We yield, obey, and love! 


Her ſov'reign will the ſwains revere; 
Should ſhe our life require, 
The dire command wou'd ſweet appear, 


In following her deſire. 


If we, to ſooth a tortur'd mind, 
Another nymph purſue; 
In vain the fair one may be kind, 


And we our vows renew, 


In vain the rev'lling eye may rove, 
And fancy feed the flame; 
The ſoul's faint Joys too quickly prove, 


Alas! ſhe's not the ſame! 


IMI- 
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I 1 TA TH D 


FROM THE 
FRENCH SONG, 


«© Babet que t'es — 


OUNG 1 Fanny 1s my ane 


Whoſe beauty wants no aid : 
The man who dares my paſſion blame, 


Neb'er ſaw the lovely maid, 


In kentin cap, and home-ſpun gown, 
All artleſs her attire; 
With ſimple neatneſs Fanny ſhone; 


And ſet my heart on fire. 


While viewing that ſoft winning air, 
Thoſe features fo divine, 
To ſay, what mortal can forbear, 


O that ſhe were but mine! 


A wealthy *ſquire to Fanny faid, 
Dear girl thou'ſt won my heart; 

All pleaſures from my thoughts are fled, 
Unleſs you heal the ſmart. 


Here, gold and jewels I have brought, 
Then do not look to cold. 

No ſir, ſhe cry'd, I ſcorn the thought: 
My love ſhall ne'er be ſold. 


F'er ſince the ſtory reach'd my car, 
Reafon, and Love combine 
To make my Fanny ſtill more dear, | 


O that ſhe were but mine! 
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FFF 


Tranſlated from the Farxcn of „ PAmant friſole et 
volage.” 


THE fickle ſhepherd light, and vain, 
To all mankind his joys reveals; 
But the diſcreet, and faithful ſwain, 


His ev'ry with with {kill conceals. 


Such is the paſſion in my breaſt ; 
Each tender thought I ftrive to hide: 
To thee alone my love's expreſt; 


f Conceal'd with care from all beſide. 


Let others carve, with heedleſs art, 
On ev'ry tree their am'rous flame; 
While only in my conſtant heart 


Remains impreſt thy lovely name ! 
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Miſtaken ſwains, your folly own, 
Who court the fair to boaſt ſucceſs; 


Your pleaſure is to make it known; 


While my delight is to poſſeſs. 


Silence the gen'rous lover's taſk, 
By favours bound is moſt ſecure; 
Then give me all fond love can aſk! 


And thus my ſecreſy inſure. 


AN 


( 314 ) 
A N 
M14 T-4-0--N, 
O F 8 


Mrs TAT IO's Poem, intitled “ La Libertà.“ 


HANKS to Philander's cold neglect, 
At length my heart is free: 
His flights, with happy force direct 
The path to liberty. 


What fav'ring pow'rs bleſt influence, 
His mind thus kindly ſway*d ? 
By ſcorn to rid me of ſuſpence, 


And lend my reaſon aid? 


O happy change! my thoughits at eaſe; 


E'en anger has no place: 


Nor hopes, nor fears, my fancy ſeize; 


/ 


Of love remains no trace, 


(11 
Thy name no more melodious ſounds, 
Nor I with pluſhes hear: 
Thy abſence now no longer wounds, 


No longer falls the tear. 


Thy form admir'd, no more I ſee 
In pleaſing dreams each night . 
Nor my firſt waking thought on thee 


18 fix'd, with new delight. 


Thy talents I can calmly praiſe; 
Thy virtues but approve: 
My judgment now a tribute pays, 


No longer ſway'd by love. 


No more thy ſmiles (fond paſſion's food) 
Can give th' extatic glow : 
Thy looks no more the mantling blood 


E'er cauſe to ebb and flow. 


_y-. | An- 
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Another's merit I can ſee, 
Another's wit commend ; 
And tho? I talk no more with thee, 


The days too ſwiftly end. 


What tortures did await the cure! 
How cruel was the pain ! 
But can a heart too much endure, 


Loft freedom to regain? 


The harmleſs linnet thus when caught, 


Allur'd on glewy ſpray, 


Her liberty with ſuff'rings bought, 
With pain ſhe flies away. 


While flutt'ring in the viſcous ſnare, 


Her ſever'd plumage leaves, | 


She gains a leflon to beware: 


The bait no more deceives. 


O think 
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O think not while I chuſe this theme, 
My heart ſtill wears thy chain; 
My freedom but an idle dream, 


And all my efforts vain, 


On dangers paſt, recalPd to thought, 
Exulting joy awaits 

Thus oft a battle, bravely fought, 
The ſoldier pleas'd relates. 


I quit a cold, ungrateful ſwain ; 
You loſe a tender heart: 
Who has moſt reaſon to complain ? 


Who claims the joyful part ? 


At loſs of ſhepherd ſo unkind, 
Twere folly to repine: 
But where, oh where! wilt thou e'er find, 


An ardent love like mine! 


TRANS- 
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Beginning © Sans l'amour, et ſans ſes deſirs,“ &c. 


1| EPRIV' D of Love, and all its joys, 
If In vain, we boaſt content : 
i i All other pleaſures are but toys; 
lf Nor for the heart were meant. 
| 5 
| 
} [ Indifference then to recommend, 
| | Dull Reaſon, oh corbear ! 


Till you a bliſs have pow'r to fend, 


That can with Love compare. 


A FA- 


VVV 
Wrote originally in French Proſe by Lady Mary WoRTLEY 
MoNTAGUE, attempted in Engliſh Verſe. 


The NIGHTINGALE and the WATCH. 
Nightingale, with pride elate, 
Tho? loſs of liberty his fate, 


4 


In ſecret murmur'd as he ſung, 
That near his cage a watch then hung: 
Th' eternal tick diſturb'd his note; 
Stopt the ſoft warblings of his throat. 
He whets his bill, he plumes his breaſt; 
And thus his rude contempt expreſt. 

O what can then my maſter mean, 
To have thee in his chamber ſeen? 
A uſeleſs piece of lumber, ſure, 
Which men of taſte, would ne'er endure; 
Yet that he's ſuch, the proof is plain; 


Since on his fongſter's melting ſtrain, 
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He dwells with Joy, and to my lays 
Oft liſt' ning, gives their due of praiſe. 
Inſulting bird, thy folly hide, 
Reply'd the watch, and check thy pride: 
Know, that our maſter, well can ſee 
The diff'rence wide, *twixt you and me. 
Thou may'ſt by ſongs amuſe a while, 
In idle moments gain a ſmile; 

But in a bent of ſerious thought, 

Thy muſic's then no longer ſought; 
And when important his purſuit, 

Thy wiſeſt part is to be mute. 

By me, he all his actions guides, 
And to my truth his ſteps confides: 
Me he conſults in all his ways: 

As I direct he goes or ſtays. 

Learn then thy value how to prize, 

And ne'er ſuperior worth deſpiſe: 

Thy talents are for pleaſure meant; 

Enjoy thy praiſe, and be content. 

5 But 
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But ceaſe to lift thy vacant mind, 
To merit, not for thee defign'd: 
And of all, folly moſt beware, 
Thyſelt with others to compare, 
Unknowing what their latent ule, 
Contempt mult follow thy abule. 
When duty calls, or cares ariſe, 


Amuſement weighs not with the wile. 


— IMI- 
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VCC 
O F 
VERSES by VorTATIRE A Madame * * *, with 


FENELON's Works. 


HEN Fenelon, with ſoul refin'd, 


Taught noble precepts to mankind, 
Love God, he cry'd, with ardour pure; 

| Let no ſelf-int'reſt &er allure: . 

All views of recompence diſmiſs; 

Forget all mean deſire of bliſs. 

His maxims then, how few rever'd! 
Abſurd! they to the world appear'd. 
Form us a-new, was the reply; 

Can feeble mortals aim ſo high! 
In all we think. in all we do, 
Our good, our int'reſt, we purſue, 

Yet how egregrious their miſtake, 


One proof decides, ſince for thy fake 
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O! lovely Damon, this fond heart 
With ev'ry happineſs cou'd part; 
For thine alone its wiſhes ſoar, 


Content to love, admire, adore! 
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